1 fflindj with ever'thing goin' agin us 3ikef and sugar
and. cawfee               food sca'ce,          stole cawn when

they was any to steal, and ditch weeds ef they wasn't;
bivouackin* at night in the rain, rnore'n like . , *"

His voices trailed away among ancient phantoms of
the soul's a7id body's fortitudes, in those regions of
glamorous and useless striving where such ghosts abide*
He chuckled and mouthed his peppermint again.

"I mind that day we was a-dodgin5 around Grant's
army, headin5 nawth. Grant was at Grenada then, and
Gunnel had rousted us boys out and we taken hoss
and jinsd Tan Dora clo^n that-a-way. That was when
Gunnel had that "ere silver stallion* Grant was still at
Grenada,, but Van Born lit out one day, headin* nawth.
Why, us boys didn't know. Gunnel mought have
knowed, but he never told us. Not that we keered much,
long's we was head in9 toVds home.

uSo our boys was ridiir along to ourselves, goins to
jlne up with the balance of "em later. Leastways the
rest of ""em thought we was goin' to jine *em. But
Gunnel never had no idea of doin' that; his cawn
hadn't been laid by yit, and he was goin5 home fer a
spell We wa'n't runnin' away," he explained- "We
knowed Van Dorn could handle ?em all right fer a
week or two. He usually done it. He was a putty good
man," old man Falls said^ "a putty good man."

"They were all pretty good men in those days/5 old
Bayard agreed* "But you damn fellers quit fighting
and went home too often*"

"Well/9 old man Falls rejoined defensively, "even ef
the hull country's overrun with bears, a feller can*t
hunt bears all the time. He^s got to quit once in a
while, ef hit?s only to rest up the dawgs and liosses.
But I reckon them dawgs and hosses could stay on the
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